THE RAVELL'D SLEAVE
" Did I belong to the window ? "
" Yes," said I. " When I brought the car in before
luncheon, and you weren't there, the window looked
like a frame. I suppose all windows do really, but I
never noticed it before. And now this place. I think
you make things lovely wherever you go/1
Lady Olivia was stooping to pick a flower.
" We must go,1' she said over her shoulder. " The
Rolls has been waiting since six. And—and—" she
stood up, gloriously flushed "—you can call me Olivia,
and I'm going to call you John."
To this day we cannot be sure how Harris escaped.
The cords which had bound him had both been roughly
cut, and our discovery of a battered meat-tin, lying
near where he had lain, suggested that this was the
implement which he had used. The operation must
have been lengthy and inconvenient, and how he !iad
contrived to perform it without either Hubert" or
Stiven perceiving that he was at work, I cannot
pretend to tell.
Much as, no doubt, he would have liked it, the man
was too shrewd to risk his life for the pistol which
Stiven held, though, if he could escape as he did, I
believe he might have had it in Stiven's teeth.
The latter was standing by the prisoners, when
some sound outside the barn had made him turn to
the door. In a flash he had been sent sprawling, and
Harris was past his body and had gained the meadow
without. Twice Stiven had fired upon him, but each
time had missed, and each of those misses was indeed
as good as a mile, for before he could fire a third time,
Harris had won the shelter of the trees for which he
had made. Cursing himself for his folly in not witb-
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